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“On the Way, I stopped...” 


You Are 


Mornings 

you are the steam 

of the teapot, 
a ghostly lighthouse 
looming in the mist, 
betraying, your presence 
with vaporous wails. 

You are the rays of 

sunlight, streaming 

through the half 

drawn shutters, 
creating living life, 
freshly painted 
wallpaper daily. 


Mornings 

you are the hiss of 

water kissing the 

shower curtain, 
cleanly cutting 
the night's sleep 
away. 

You are the soft curve 

of fresh clothing 

falling, onto tired limbs, 
drawing each minute 
of the text, waiting 
for time's eternal 
movement. 


Visions of Red 


When I moved 

from Pittsburgh 

to Tennessee 

during, my teenage 
years, I was not 
struck so much by 
the widely divergent 
cultures or the 
different accents, 

by the change in 
climate or 

culinary preferences. 
Rather, I noticed the 
rich, red clay, 

the Tennessee 
earth, diligently 
farmed by generations 


of Southern Earthmen. 


The clay, like 
something alive 
and yearning, 
clung to you, 
stuck relentlessly 
to the bottom of 
your shoes, 
refusing, to 
retreat, give in, 
be vanquished. 
The clay thrived, 
like the Southern 
kudzu, mounds of 
it everywhere, 
issuing forth 
challenge upon 
challenge until 
finally, at some 
point, it silently 
won and now you 
find yourself 
existing in a fine 
red earthy mist, 
living a hazy clay 
dream of existence. 


Fisherman’s Whart 


Sea lions stretched as on a rack 
lounge on tattered coffee colored 


docks, howling and chortling their 
challenges as delighted tourists 


snap hurried photos from new 
cameras. Even the birds are 


tourists: they dance on the backs 
of nodding brown beasts, searching 


for food, watching fish fly through 
the air for their very lives, 


memorizing their visions of mounds 
of mountainous flesh interspersed 


with the husks of drying fish 
skeletons. The birds enjoy their 


visits, make their seasonal home 
here, will be back. The sea lions 


welcome, frolicking together in the 
tepid sea water, assured they'll soon 


rejoin their mates in Monterey by 
the cold light of the new moon. 


At Disneyland, 
Even the Birds are Tourists 


They wing in on sunbeams and 
airy prayers, forage through 
dinner chair steel gridlock 

and forests of green shrubbery, 
looking for the next piece of 
twisted straw, that forgotten 

bit of wasted cloth tossed in 

the alleyway by a grumpy Snow 
White, shreds of paper napkin 
blowing down Mainstreet, and 
sticky plastic bags smudged 

by the excited fingers of the 
child who has purged it of its 
sweet multi-colored contents. 


The birds are welcomed yearly, 
and encouraged to make their 
stay, find their respective 

hotels and enjoy the Disney 
amenities. By day, they work 
the park, preying happily 

upon their captive audience, 
and they grow in wealth and 
stature on scraps of delectable 
leftovers thrown by eager 
Midwesterners; by night, they 
rest in the luxuries Disney, 

the bird god, has provided 

and dream Sleeping Beauty 
dreams of whistling into the 
morning sun in a Tomorrowland 
painter's landscape, chattering 
contentedly, congregating with 
communing Disney-goers. 
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Stripper 


When I was in Knoxville, 
I worked at this barbecue 
waiting tables and every 


Wednesday, a blond 
stripper with a hard bod 
would come in with her 


sugardaddyjohn hot in 
tow and, oh, how she 
would shake it for us 


under her fake furs, 
and throw his hard 
earned I'm neglecting 


my wife 'n kids for this 
little minx money around 
and order two full slabs 


and a dozen drinks to 
try and fatten up her 
scrawny little boogie 


body and I must admit, 
at times, she did get 
the boys in the back 


worked up and she knew 
it and flaunted it 
before shaking it 


outta there for another 


hot hand job in the old 
man’s perspiring Caddie. 
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Universe 


Sitting in the Library Cafe, 
waiting for her order to arrive, 
the twentysomething girl filing 
her cherry red nails and 
smoking Camel Lights is 
sifting frantically through 
jumbled worried thoughts, 
of law school grades and 
law school bills, of rent 
checks past due and over 
due past boyfriends. 
She stops filing long 
enough to take one furtive 
drag from a smoldering cig 
and rearrange the purple 
scarf arrayed like a crown 
jewel in her auburn curls. 
She sighs and thinks of 
shopping for shoes 
and bright hand bags, 
sandaled foot unconsciously 
tapping her floor-bound purse. 
A bell rings, 
breaks the airy silence, 
once, twice, 
then drones before a listless 
employee calls out a name. 
She rises from her chair, 
goes to the counter and 
returns with graying, bowl, 
steaming mist and heat. 
She sits once more, stubs 
decaying cigarette into 
blackened ash tray, 
thinking of bills and 
heat, steam and lunch. 
In her mind, law school 
should be a thing of the 
past, vague and mindless; 
she sips from her bowl, 
ignoring the chatter of 
dozens surrounding her, 
of the bubbly jukebox, 
the blaring sirens out 
in the street. For her, 
life is silence, brimming 
with a lush, prescribed 
memory; she sits and stirs, 
spoon making small 
concentric circles. 
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Nova Scotia Winter 


Iceskating to the mailbox 
In the dead of winter, 
Forging through mounds 
Of snow bubbling over 
Glittering sun-streaked 
Embankments, wading 
Through crystal drifts 
To dig car out 
Amber-like 


Fire burning Bermuda 
Bright in charcoal 
Stove, warming oven 
House; Tinkerbell, 
Great grey feline 
Frolicking on foaming 
Rug, bringing daily 
Gifts of recently 
Deceased rodents, 
Amicable playthings, 
Surplus houseguests 


outside 

Frozen tundra, 
White ashes dropped 
From heavenly urn 
Covering all like 
Cool, cool quilt. 
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L.A. To Phoenix 


On I-10, straight arrow 
Lines, geometric sandy hills, 
Misty miles of golden green 
Scrub, cubist's delight, 


Windmills at Desert Hot 
Springs churning hot heavy 
Whirling air, Joshua's 
Growth stacked, layered on 


Chocolate mountain swirls, 
Border crossings, viewing 
Dusty gas stations 

Glass eyed, blurry, 


Sun's tendrils reaching 
Out, lulling sleepily 
Through one huge 
Pipeline on deserted 


Sand, bleak blizzard 
Land, finally 

Phoenix skyline 
Inviting in the cooling 


Distance, engine 
Guns, racing post- 
Civilization Mother 


Earth to Finish Line. 
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Vegas Glitz 


Vegas glitz, whirling voices 
Smoking through clinking casino 
Haze, like neon reflections 


Glittering from sun drenched 
Nevada windows. Hot stolen 
Steel structures pyramid 


Into the dry heat sky, 
Crystallized and listless 
With heated action, flushed 


With hollowed out victory: 
Panting slots reverberate 
In roulette marathons. 


Vegas glitz, rushing 
Mayhem, madly dashing 
Discolored chips, rolling 


White dyed dice under 
Taxed glare of shimmering 
Translucent casino mirrors. 
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In Defense 


You and I stayed awake 
last night after hours of 
love and instead of drifting 


off in a meshed clutter of 
sweaty limbs, we argued 
of poets and poetry 


when I admitted my 
weakness, my fear 
of the distinct 


possibility that it 
doesn't matter. Shelley 
may have felt poets 


are the unacknowledged 
legislators, but I don't 
know if we're really as 


important as that! 
My fear overwhelms 
me at times and, 


selfishly, I gave you 
my fear, a withered 
post-coital gift. 


You, my love, are 
indeed the poet of 
the family. You 


gave me the cry of 
a baby in its mother's 
arms, cotton candy at 


the circus, John Cage 
exhibits at the museum, 
lying in each other's 


arms under the light of 


the full moon; you 
gave me Fellini films 
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and old Romances, 
a glass of Burgundy 
in a darkened restaurant 


where lovers cling to 
hopes of passion 
and contentment. 


You gave me hope and 


love, but most importantly, 
you gave me poetry. 
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After the Wreck 


She searches through 
the blackened ruins 
for vestiges of home. 
Numbed need for 
concrete part as 
proof of future 


existence and 
hands rush frantically 
through remains, 


hoping solitary thoughts, 
husband and child, 
photos, records, 


bits and pieces 
of life, 
before resting on 


charred copy of 


last month's 
Vogue. 
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Love in the 90’s 


Like long lost love 
abandoned in forgotten letters, 
you lose yourself 


in others, and dream 
their dreams, become 
their aspirations. 


When you look in the 
mirror, you see a black 
blank picture of 


Them staring back and 


you vow not to before 
giving in once again. 
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First and Orange 


The street outside my window 
is one of a million like 

minded L.A. streets. Its 

skin lies dirty and flat, 


pummeled by the feet of 
the homeless carting their 
lives around like turtles; 
of the gangbangers and 


taggers, marking their 
territory in dog-like fashion, 
spraying walls affectionately. 
Of dirty children chasing 


soccer balls and old 
women returning from the 
corner store; families and 
lovers, thieves and beggars. 


I want to hug my street 
and all within, to feel 

the throbbing pulse, beating 
its steady rhythm. 
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The Orangery 


There were six of us 

then, three perfect couples, 
and we would go out 
dining and dancing 

and life was good. 


One evening we went 
to one of the better 
restaurants in Knoxville, 
The Orangery. 
Content with our drinks 
and the telling of tales, 
it was upon us before 
we knew it. We would 
always give the girls 
hell about it and, 

as SO many girls 
(especially at that 
age) seem prone to 
do, all three of 

them got up at 

once and trooped 

off to the bathroom. 
We recently deserted 
bachelors glumly 

tried to hold the 

fort but it was 

in vain and we 

went through 

several rounds 

of drinks before 
getting perturbed 
enough to call over 
the maitre'd and 

ask him to check 

on our dates. It 

was at that very 
moment that the 
Dominoes pizzaman 
arrived and trotted 
over to the ladies 
room. We had always 
joked about the women 
taking long enough 

in the bathroom to 
order drinks but 

they had bettered 

us on this one. 
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Well 

time goes on; 

people and 
circumstances 

change and so too 
with us. One of 

the girls got married 
to someone else she 
had been seeing and 
she moved to Texas. 
One of the guys came 
out (his girlfriend 

had complained to me 
about the lack of sex 
in their relationship!). 

I moved to Los Angeles. 
I don't know if I'll ever 
see the others but I 
suspect that they too 
often laugh about that 
night over drinks with 
new friends. 
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Harrycat 


the wanton warrior 
lies 
lurking 
beneath the bird 
feeder 
eyeing 
with 
growing lust 
oddfellows 
pigeon and dove, 
hoping 
for an Icarus 
repeat, 
watching for 
the 
first feather 
to 
lightly 
fall 
before him. 
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Il. 


“Mind Ghetto...” 
Nature Camp 
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my mother 
called 
me today to tell 
me of a young girl 
studying english at 
one of my 
alma maters 
and of how my 
beloved 
mother gave this 
girl a copy of a 
paper i had recently 
presented as some 
snitty 
academic conference 
which explored the 
expressivist movement 
in current composition 
pedagogy 
and 
of how this girl was 
evidently 
impressed to the 
point of now 
wanting to go to 
grad school and 
become a teacher 
and while 
i admit to being 
somewhat touched 
i remain 
for the most part 
mystified 
as to how my 
paper contributed 
to this poor girl's 
decision 
and as i fight 
the urge to call 
this girl and beg 
her to reconsider 
while there's still time 
ill simply wish 
her well in her endeavors 
instead. 


i guess everyone goes 
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through 
this but, god, it’s hard 


i received a note 
today in my office 
mailbox from one of 
my female students 


who 
i hate to say 
because it’s so 
un-pc 

is a delightfully 


exotic morsel of 
beauty and in this 
note she gave me 
every conceivable 
address and phone 
number and suggested 
in the most polite 
manner that she and 
i get together over 
the break and as i 
write her a brief 
note in return 
regretfully declining 
her sweet invitation 

i remind myself how 
grateful i am for 

the few remaining 
morals i possess. 
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Queen 


her 
broken body is 
beautiful 
she hides her pain 
well 
her thick black 
hair halos her head 
tanned brown breasts 
bent out 
at an angle 
valley between 
straining outward 
tired face 
an 
beat up soul 
she shakes when 
she lights up 
i 
want to hold her to me 
take away her 


pain 
fear 
make her believe 
someone 
gives a shit 
i 
want to stroke the 
nape of her soft 
downy neck 
cover her eyes with 
my hands 


feel her cheeks 
quiver beneath 
i 
want to know her 
but 
like one wounded 
she won't let 
them close 
she’s afraid 
to live life 
at times 
she feels a feeling 
similar to one 
she had 
as a child 
but 
she pushes the 
plunger and it 
disappears. 
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let’s give ourselves a round... 


violence is so american 
violence is pretty girls 
guns ‘n danger 
rape, murder, n mayhem 
tv 
above all 
eats us up 
n 
spits 
us out 
tells us lies 
we willingly believe 
| 
know how to kill 


ive seen 
30k murders 
my friend 
and rape 
oh yes 
so good 
so tight 
so inviting 
so much fucking publicity 
we 
die electric 
deaths 
at the turn of a 
switch 


over 'n over 
six hours a day 
violence 
is borne 
of water 
of the womb 


america 
your pulse 
is 
so damn weak 
but 
tender and 
throbbing 
in people 
frozen in 
tv time 


pray to loud lord god 
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nbccbsviolencefoxabc 
and 
young children paint 
violence in violent 
colors 
on the backs of cats 
and other such beasts 
and mothers 
tired from a long 
day's work 
hire violence out 
perhaps understandably 
in some minds 
to babysit 
for a few cable $ 
a month 
and my friends © i 
yes i admit it 
beg the terminator 
to go 
into the homes 
of our 
teachers ‘n 
religious leaders 
and blow 
their loud ass 
disjointed heads 
OFF 
we pray 
for this 
we 
prayed 
for this 
we 
brought it down 
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smoking 


ive gone w/o smoking 
now 
for some 17 weeks 
this 
after 10 years 
and i'm doing 
OK 
i Suess 
but 
i do get 
a little 
edgy 
at times 
like 
right now 
i kinda wantto 
file my teeth 
on your forehead 


but 
other'n that 
im 
doing ok 
really 
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this is what we are 


i could show you 


the 12 year old 
lying in a pool of blood, 
gunned down outside of 
his school for wearing 
the wrong colored clothing 
the 60 year old woman 
found dead at her 
home, a Greyhound 
bus stop, blanket 
frozen to hardened flesh 
the cop gunned down in 
Manhattan Beach as his 
nephew watched, 
the cops in Compton 
killed execution style, 
the Riverside cop killed 
making a routine traffic 
stop 


i used to hate cops 
now i just feel sorry 
for their chances 

do 

you want some more 
i could show you 
some of my own 


the anorexic dying the 
slow death of sister 
famine 

the od-ing girl in my 
sad arms, crying for 
love ‘&2 attention, deep 
penetration, death “2 
denial, letting her go, 
straight to hell 

the cold metallic feeling 
of frozen steel, 38 
special parked in mouth 
one foot from death 
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i 
been there 


the nameless fucks, bluesy 
binges, hiding out on 
floors of musty apts 

the evictions, firings, ass 
kickings, assaults, the 
men begging to stick it 
in, the women asking to 
get stuck, the pock 
marked skin trade 

the flickering LAPD helios 
fluttering overhead 
highlighting broken body 
on 10th 2 Cherry Friday 
night, blood congealing 
around feet of lone gun 
man up against the wall 

the kid w/ the gun in his 
pants walking down Orange 

the dead man down the hall, 
apt smelling, room taped 
off by yellow oaken ribbon 

the homeless AIDS victim 
crawling on the ground by 
the corner store, picking 
lesions off and begging 
for help 

the piles of human shit littering 
the ground around the dumpster 

the needles on the ground, 
wasted bullets, crying 
children, bloodstained 
churches, orphaned humans, 
old ladies lying still 
in the streets, meeting 
their eternal maker 


i could show you more 
i could 

go on and on 
I could 
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just for kicks 


they 
found the 
bloody 
body 
of a school 
crossing guard 
this morning 
buried 
in the trunk 
of her 81 Pontiac. 
her 
killers had left 
the car 
in the parking lot at 
Long Beach Poly 
while 
they attended morning 
high school 
classes. 
afterward 
they took off 
in their 
brand 
new 
really 
expensive 
luxorymobile 
which they worked so hard for and 
CRASHED 
it into a parked car, 
got out (according to 
witnesses) and 
staggered 
to the bus stop. 


some people call me 
Heartless 
when i suggest 


Euthanizing 
everyone 
between 5 and 295 
but im not 
convinced 
that im the 


heartless one. 
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retirement 


i know Bukowski used 

to write about prowling 

the L.A. alleys with 

his switchblade in his 

pocket, claiming to be a 

crazy bastard, and that's 

all well and good, iim 

sure that even in his 70's 

he could still kick the 

shit outta any of us, 

but things have changed 

man and you can't prowl 

the alleys anymore with 

your knives and your fists 

cause all the kids have 
GUNS 

man 

they ve got fucking 

uzi's stuck in their 

pants beside their 

12 year old cocks 

and now it pays to be 

slightly less crazy 

and simply head of 

for the coffee bars. 
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Buk 


Bukowski is dead. 

I can't write odes 

or elegies or flowery 
ditties celebrating 
anything. God knows, 
whenever I try to write 
about anyone who dies 
I funble blindly 

about, stagger and 
stutter; inevitably 

my worst poems come 
about in this manner. 


All I can say 

is 

Hank, 

you meant a lot. 

You despised much 
in life and, yes, 
probably your fans 
as well, but you 

gave us more than 
you ever intended; 
you gave us the life 
of a hardened, crusty 
sentimental bastard 
who secretly loved 
“what should be,” 

the ideal, the 

simple in life— 

the purring hiss 

of little cat feet, 

the nocturnal lyric 

of the radio, the 
sweet smell of 

sweat flying from 
horses straining to 
win the race. Yes, 
you gave us the sex 
®2 booze ‘&2 skid row 
but most of all, you 
gave us the poem: 
As you once wrote to 
me, “The poem is the 
crutch, the gun, the 
good drink,” and you 
were right. Hank, 
this one’s for you. 
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The World Ran Dry 


today 
suffering from drawn out 

hangover 
the world ran dry 
this week 
Bukowski died 
and one third of the 
world’s winemakers 
will go broke 
i 
live in a tin can alley 
world of rust and litter 
La. 
not paris 
is burning 
i was offered a teaching 
job this week 
at a major new york 
university 
contingent 
upon my admission 
into their phd program 
only to receive a rejection 
letter that very afternoon 
from that very program 
i 
saw a dead dog 
lying battered and broken 
on the side of the road 
dalmatian carcass drying 
under withering california 
sun 
nights are better 
here 

i sit in bed 

and listen to the 
sirens and the 
screaming but at 
least it’s cool 
and i can read 
whatever ‘&2 whomever 
i choose 
the world is dry 

right now 
i am sweating seagull 
sized drops 

panting hard 
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my leather jacket’s 
still drying out 
trying to recover 
from last night's party 
i 
downed 2 pints of jack 
shot some tequila 
and imbibed otherwise 

a 
scared white cat 
with carolina blue 
eyes scampered thru 
frantic 

to avoid 

blasting dj spinning 
tunes 
debauching the young 
and 

you know 
i could actually 
hear people squish 
the men sweaty 
the women frothy wet 
and 
i lay in bed 
now 
thinking of futile 
grant application 
attempts and the 
beautiful mexican girl 
dancing with swaying 
pendulous breasts while 
wedding sized bells 
frolic in my increasingly 
shrinking dehydrated head. 
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i once wrote a poem 
called “nice.” it was 
about my experience 
giving a reading at a 
university in southern 
california in which i 

was expected to play 
the heavy against some 
meek mild Canadian 
geezer. the juxtaposition 
worked perfectly and the 
organizers were thrilled. 


i recently participated in 
another reading in the 
same area, this one for the 
publication party for a 
fairly decent magazine. 
rather than two, there 
were several readers. 
one of the poems i read 
was called “one of those 
days,” about decking a 
crazy dd slob. the 
audience at this here 
reading was made up of 
people from 5 to 80 and 
so i thought maybe i 
should alleviate their fears 
and i told them this poem 
was simply an id driven 
statement—i wouldn't 
really 

deck a retarded person. 


well 

after i was done 
someone else got up there 
and i wasn't really paying 
attention until i heard 
“unlike holstad, 

my shit is true” 

well 

i turned my eye to the 
podium and what did i 
see but some mean 
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bargain 


when i moved to Phoenix 
a few years ago 

i had a hard time 
setting going and after 
getting kicked out of 
the place i was staying 
i somehow found 
myself this awesome 
deal sharing a deceptive 
looking home with a 
lonely large girl. 

well 

turned out that 

this $75 a month 

if i did the yard 

work house was a 
slum-in-training 

and i soon found 
myself dodging 

giant bugs, mad 

dogs and flying 

bullets. eventually 

i found myself dodging 
the lonely proprietress 
as well, who found in 
me a seemingly willing 
listener to whom she 
could turn at all 

hours of the day, 
whether i was in the 
shower or in bed. i 
invariably found myself 
waking up in the morning 
and spitting the sewer 
roaches out of my 
mouth, frantically 
swatting at jumping 
tarantulas, and 
stomping on black 
widows. i am 

proud of the fact 

that i lasted 6 months 
in this environment 
before i moved downtown 
to gangville Phoenix, 
secure in the knowledge 
that i would actually 

be safer. 
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mean nasty old tottering 
geezer from fucking 
new mexico 
up there ranting and 
raving, with bad bukowski 
like poems about bars 
and fights and girls 
and the kicker was 

get this 
his voice was so 
damn high pitched 
and feeble that i 
thought he was a 
girl until i looked 
at 'm real hard 


well bully for him 

i thought 

christ 

where does he get 
off bagging on me? 
i mean 

if this guy ever 

did get hit ina 
fight 

it'd be all over 


but 

if all those claims 
he makes are true, 
those new mexico 
nursing homes 
must be pretty 
damn rough! 
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Van Buren Blues 


was back in Phoenix 
hanging with the boys 
hitting the skanky 
haunts on Van Buren 
for a little nasty 
T ® A action 
and i feel me a 
hand down the front — 
o' my shirt and 
this sad looking 
sweet black girl 
is looking at me 
expectantly 
and the matron 

so to speak 
asks if i want 
to buy Dominique 
a drink and as 
bad as the itch 
is there, ive got 
a greater itch to 
stay healthy 2 
alive so i tell 
‘er that im not 
thirsty thanks though 
meanwhile 
Kurt trying to stick 
a dollar bill up 
some Mexican girl's 
shaved hungry twat ‘2 
Mo looking in awe at 
the men getting blown 
in the back and Marc 
screaming for some 
Asian pussy and 
Steve silent cause 
he’s sailed to exotic 
locations ‘n done it 
all and Chip too 
finally silent as well 
cause he belongs to 
a fuck club 'n 
bare twat waving in 
his face doesn't 
impress ‘m and 
eventually we take 
our leave, pausing 
to observe the wreck 
hanging out in the middle of 
the blackened street. 
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yes, there still are some good ones 


i went to the Seal Beach McDonald's 
today for an early lunch, 

approached the counter and anally 
ordered the usual double cheese, 
ketchup mustard only, large fries, 
straw shaker, and the girl behind 

the register looked at me w/ barely 
contained hostility, but began to 

write the order, before relaying it 

in Spanish to the crew behind her. 
knowing it would take quite awhile, 

I stepped back and began perusing the 
sports page when i noticed an old 
street bum shuffling toward the 
counter, mumbling madly to himself 
and anyone who would care to listen. 
shit, i thought, this old coot's 

gonna make a damn fool nuisance of 
himself and get kicked out (this 
particular mickey dees was in a 

fairly posh area) and, damn, if 

he didn't shuffle on up to the girl 

at the register and strain to ask 

for a cup of coffee. the girl got 

her manager to come over and i 
cringed as he approached the old man, 
but he said, “hey Eddie, how're ya 
doing?” the bum muttered something 
in reply ‘@2 the manager said, “coffee 
huh, you know how much that’s gonna 
costya, dont cha Eddie?” Eddie nodded 
and pulled out two dirty pennies from 
his trouser pocket, then slowly handed 
them to the mgr. i held my breath, 
then watched as the mgr carefully rang 
up a 2¢ coffee sale, handed over a cup 
of the stuff 2 said, “see you tomorrow” 
as the old man shuffled off. 


42 


Snobbin’ w/ the Big Boys 


i gave a reading recently 

at a PEN publication party 

in Beverly Hills and i was 
somewhat stressed because 
while i've given readings 

all around the country for 
years, i knew this would be 
different cause all the west 
coast literary bigwigs would 

be there and it’s a good place 
to crash “® burn and i pondered 
these things while stuck in a 
southern cal traffic jam while 
on the freeway from Long Beach 
but i eventually got to my exit 
and found the reading housed 
right behind the Beverly Hills 
Hilton and i parked my trusty 
university pay familymobile 
beside all these Rolls’ and 
Benz's, proceeded into, thru, 
and out of an impeccable and 
quite large house to find a 
slightly surreal scene awaiting 
me in the back yard, seeming 
rather fitting for the movies 
cause i was in a large fenced 

in back yard complete w/ pool, 
tents, rows of white lawn 

chairs on a manicured groovy 
green yard, nannies in crisp 
clothing caring for kids, 
whorederves (yes i intentionally 
misspelled the word), and the 
people, my god, the people were 
walking stereotypes and as i 
grabbed the nearest beer i 
glanced long and hard at these 
big writers hauling bigger books 
around and i could spot ‘em, oh, 
i could spot ‘em, the mystery 
writers, essayists, poets (not 
too many thank god), but the 
romance writers were the 


best, all w/ big hair, 
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bigger breasts, dark shades, 
resplendent in their gaudy 
jewels and of course one even 
with the requisite poodle and 
anyway i parked it and prayed 
to read first and get the hell 

out as i had another reading to 
give in Hollywood and as i was 
prayin’ hard, one of the other 
Long Beachers showed up, weeb, 
and we said howdy, looked at the 
program and shrieked because i, 
of course, was next to last 2 
weeb, well he wasn't even on 
the list, and as you can 

probably tell, i could go on 

and on but suffice it to say 

weeb and i both eventually 

read and everything went well, 
in fact several people asked 

to be put on my mailing list 

and i felt like i had, to 

some small degree, lived the 

life and i breathed the 
Hollywood smog in long and 
hard while wandering to 

the next reading. 
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Headlining 


my head is pounding 
and i'm feeling a mite 
dehydrated 

and i've wandered to the 
local coffee hole in the 
hopes of some sharp 
caffeinated relief 

and everything's 
spinning counter clock 
wise and three nearly 
bearded burly bull 
dykes are sitting 
across from me 
slamming shit down 
looking hard and 
unapproachable 

and the rent’s due 

and the bills are due 
and everything's due 
where's my due 


and a pretty girl 

with a fat ass 

walks by smoking 

a cig 

leaving wisps of 

waspy tendrils in 

her wake and 

my head is throbbing 
and two old ladies are 
glaring hard at me 
staring laserbeam looks 
right thru me 

and i know i'm whining 
but i haven't gotten 
my new book accepted 
and my little poesies 

is laying low at lazy 
ass editors offices 
waiting and awaiting 
like my stories and 

my articles but the 
bills oh the bills 

they are a-coming on 
fast as usual and 
somehow i gotta go 
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to Phoenix Monday 
and then maybe on 
to Frisco before 
starting my life 

in Long Beach 
over and over 

and over again. 
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